3&2                          A URENG-ZEBE              [ACT Ilu

MeL Too truly Tamerlane's successors they;
Each thinks a world too little for his sway,
Could you and I the same pretences bring,
Mankind should with more ease receive a king:
I would to you the narrow world resign,
And want no empire while Morat was mine.

Ind. Wished freedom, I presage, you soon will find:
If Heaven be just, and be to virtue kind,

MeL Quite otherwise my mind foretells my fate:
Short is my life, and that unfortunate.
Yet should I not complain, would Heaven afford
Some little time, ere death, to see my lord.

Ind, These thoughts are but your melancholy's food;
Raised from a lonely life, and dark abode :
But whatsoe'er our jarring fortunes prove,
Though our lords hate, methinks we two may love.

Mel Such be our loves as may not yield to fate;
I bring a heart more true than fortunate.

\_Gming their hands,

To them ARIMANT.

Arim. I come with haste surprising news to bring;
In two hours' time, since last I saw the king,
The affairs of court have wholly changed their face:
Unhappy Aureng-Zebe is in disgrace;
And your Morat, proclaimed the successor,
Is called, to awe the city with his power.
Those trumpets his triumphant entry tell,
And now the shouts waft near the citadel

Ind. See, madam, see the event by me foreshown:
I envy not your chance, but grieve my own.

MeL A change so unexpected must surprise;
And more, because I am unused to joys.

Ind. May all your wishes ever prosperous be I
But I'm too much concerned the event to see.
My eyes too tender are.